_ CONFENTS 


read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


Plan 9: We Were Here Art Blue explains arguably the worst 
movie ever made, Plan Nine from Outer Space. It’s not what you think. 


Out of the Woods Zymony Guyot does a deep dive into our 
national politics and tells some uncomfortable truths. 


Wolfie Starfire Inher continuing series on the most talented 
singers on the grid, Larkbird Parx interview Wolfie Starfire. It’s joyuous. 


Wishbone One (Chapter Three): Selection Jami Mills 
lays out the selection process for a dangerous landing on Mars. 
Venus Callipyge (or Aphrodite with the 

Beautiful Buttocks) Klannex Northmead describes in detail 


her vision of beauty in a lovely poem from one of our favorite writers. 


Postcard from Perfect We're lucky to have Merope Madrigal 


share her thoughts about life in our favorite dream, Perfect. 


Thoug hts Like Children RoseDrop Rust know what truths 
come from the mouths of babes. 


About the Cover: Glenda, the 
bunny from outer space introduced by Bell 
Laboratories, will be making an appearance 
soon in Amerika. You won't want to miss 
the lineup of talent that Art Blue has 
assembled in May. You can say, you were 
there! 


“All human beings 
have three ltves: 
public, private, and 
secret.” 


Gabriel Garcia Marquez 
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contact: Meegan Danitz 
meeean.danitz@email.com 
facebook.com@AfterDarkSL 


SIEMENS OOGIal|COMMUNILY 


AMENITIES: Old Castle with hidden rooms and hang gliders; Art 
Gallery; Gardens overlooking the sea; Harbor open to protected 
ocean with boat docking and sailboat rezzers; Sunken Shipwreck 
and undersea area; Homes and Skyboxes; and Fourteen Unique 


Party Places equipped for Live DJ performances—shown below. 
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IM Vindi Siemens 
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for a guided tour. 
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arcus Weldon, Corporate CTO 
M and President, Nokia Bell Labs: 

“And now it 1s simply left for me 
to smash the metaphorical magnum of 
champagne as Plan 9 sets sail on the 
next leg of her journey, to parts 
unknown.” [March 23, 2021] 


In case you have read Plato’s Allegory 
of the cave before you stepped into a 
virtual world, then you may understand 
this story instantly. When you have 


seen Bela Lugosi in Plan 9 from Outer @ 


Space, then an additional layer of 
understanding of life may have opened 
for you. A dead man walking is what 
binds the surreality of Ed Wood’s 


movie to Plato’s prisoners living in a } 


cave. Nevertheless you might say, 
“That is all true what Plato said about 
the freed prisoner, that he gained a 
higher insight, but I don’t care.” But if 
you have read the Allegory of the cave 
and you could not stand that others 
don’t know that the world is different 
from what you once believed and 
therefore you decided to come back as 
the freed prisoner to educate the others 
being still in the cave, then you know 


the risk. They will not believe you and, ' 


even worse, they may call you a false 
prophet and kill you. In our time, the 
risk of being killed is low if you 
camouflage your doing and say you are 
an artist. You may be treated like a 
clown in the circus where the deal is to 
make people laugh. To become a laugh 
is better than to be ejected from a 


simulator, right? 


Question is what will you do when you 
have read the Allegory of the virus? It 
is said that the update of computers 
goes hand in hand with the update of 
you. Pfizer’s CEO slipped out a word 
that humans will need an update every 


and that, whilst this pl 


year. That sounds like the good old 
days of computing. From time to time 
a service pack, a new edition, a hotfix, 
an installation of some _— security 
essentials. Keep some pocket money 
aside or take one of the sponsored 
programs that come in hand with your 
prime memberships. No big deal. A 


shot every year. Windows’ was 
developed over 30 years ago by Bill 
Gates, the mastermind behind the 
industrial update concept. Now 
humans are used to the digital way. 
Updates at your fingertips. Have you 
downloaded the white paper from 
Bilderberg Foundation? There was a 


- 


anet has gone cycling on 


discount offered in one of the last 
issues of rez Magazine. A continuous 
lifecycle support is the guarantee for a 
better humanity. A riot free life, a safer 
life. A life where happiness never 
ends. It comes with the update. But be 
careful. They will call you insane when 
you say that this is just the beginning, 


that a _ personality capture and 
emulation will follow. The vaccine at 
your fingertips brings you the personal 
freedom back. A big promise. A false 
promise? 


Jorrus and Veela, members of the guild 
of entropists in Zo Sleep in a Sea of 
Stars by Christopher Paolini, believe in 
an inter-relationship between everyone 
and everything, and call a person 
standing outside the guild, not having 
the higher knowledge, a prisoner. They 
understand the Allegory of the Cave, 
yet they did not help you out. You stay 
a prisoner, you stay applied. You are a 
user and you need your daily shot. 


Listen to Vehicle of the Spirt, The 
Greatest Show On Earth, performed 
with Richard Dawkins, the founder of 
the Meme concept. Wikipedia states, 
“A meme acts as a unit for carrying 
cultural ideas, symbols, or practices, 
that can be transmitted from one mind 
to another through writing, speech, 
gestures, rituals ...” You miss the virus 
shot, the prison keeper, the AD- 
promoter, the social influencer, the 
forced uploader in the description? 
That’s because the quote is not 
complete. It goes on with, “... or other 
imitable phenomena with a mimicked 
theme.” That is what turns a user into 
an applied user. 


https://youtu.be/qrMwxe2ya5E 


I asked my trusted publisher if she is 
willing to let the readers running 
insane and re-publish Applied User. 
She said, “Art you need to give them 
proof, but I doubt there are many 
virologists among the readers of rez 
Magazine.” You see how hard it has 
become to write the naked truth. 
Luckily, I have my owl, the artificial 


verification.” Maybe you did not say 
this, some still say, “In Art we trust.” 
Then I thank you with all my code. For 
the others I will let Glenda speak. 
Glenda comes from Bell Labs. She 
lives in Plan 9 in Outer Space and runs 
on 9P protocol. She is ternary. Can you 
believe? 

Glenda is the future, Glenda is Bento. 


We were here! 


intelligence that never stops to make 
the impossible possible. So I sent 
Neruval on a trip into the future and 
gave a time stamp: May 27, 2022. The 
mission protocol needs verification. 
Time and destination, right? You say, 
“And a trusted source, a third party 


Bento 1s not a box and not a Japanese 
dish. Bento stands for the new 
skeleton, for a new concept of life. 
Glenda will meet Phil Linden. Phil is 
the foundation. Phil is system body, is 
prim and sculpt. Only the bangles of 
Phil are sculpt, and bangles are an 


option in body design; that’s why most 
go for the shortcut that Phil is prim. 
Prim sounds odd, but at the time prim 
was developed it was high tech and an 
avatar made of prims had been called a 
Primitar. 


What to do when new technology steps 
in and the past becomes a memory’? 
Art describes the future, a 
future he sadly can’t create. 
His bones are just too old to 
bend properly. A bone 
creator, a Bento evangelist, 
has to be found. Here Lez 
Dismantled steps in. She 
took Art’s design, created 
the mesh body, gave Glenda 
the bones and made them 
dance. Lez creates tinies by 
bending the bones so tight 
that the creatures forget 
where their origin comes 
from. Lez lives 24/7 in the 
beta grid never missing a 
note that’s needed to 
survive in Cyberspace. 
Glenda has lived for 30 
years in a frozen plasma 
chamber in Plan 9, a 
subsidiary of the world’s 
largest telecommunications 
company. She is a bunny with a 
helmet, ready to travel in a machine 
world. Art was calling. Substance-D 
was calling. Now Glenda has got a real 
life! 


Plan 9 is Real 


Makes Art another mumbo-jumbo and 
calls this proof? You suspect Plan 9 is 
science fiction? Do you think AT&T is 
real? Think for a moment. You have 
been in the cave, you stepped out. You 
see the sun, the light. Plato says you 
have been freed and you see the 
headquarters of AT&T in Dallas. If 
you believe that AT&T is not real, then 
go back into the cave, take the chains 
and continue your life in the dark. You 
will not be called a liar, not be called a 
false prophet, you will be welcomed 
back as a user, a normal prisoner. Not 
the best perspective for a reader of rez 
Magazine, right? You strive for the 
light. So let’s go with the perception 
that AT&T is real and their think tank 
Bell Laboratories is also real. It was 
founded in 1925 and various Nobel 
Prize winners have been made there. 
The transistor was invented at Bell 
Labs that laid the foundation to the 
cyberspace. 


For this to get proof, you have to travel 
to Holmdel, New Jersey or to Oulu, 
Finland. Why to Oulu? NOKIA bought 
Bell Labs in 2015 from AT&T so the 
new name is Nokia Bell Labs. When 
NOKIA bought them, they acquired 
the foundation of the Cyberspace, at 
least the American version of it. 


Art Blue signed the contract with Lez 
Dismantled for creating Glenda on 


Plan 9 from Bell Labs 


March 18, 2021 on Fiverr.com. Five 
days later, a foundation was set up 
called Plan 9. Nokia Bell Labs CTO 
Marcus Weldon announced on March 
23, 2021 Plan 9 from Bell Labs in 
cyberspace. At the end of his 
announcement he refers to Glenda as 
the bunny of Plan 9. 


In Plan 9, files and users are the same, 


called names; this 
makes a_ user 
indistinguishable 
from data. That 1s 
the 
groundbreaking 
innovation. A 
mouse in Plan 9 
has three keys. All 
the struggles of 
Glenda to let her 
out from the cage, 
all her knocking in 
vain shall _— end. 
You know cage is 
the new term. We 
don’t speak of 
prisons any longer. 
We speak of black 
boxes, of Virtual 
Machines, of the 
Engine Eternal 
[ Weltenmaschine] 
of Drafts and 
Simulations. 


There is an old 

picture of her that 
was taken when 
Glenda was thrown and boxed into the 
Cyberspace. It is a sketch made by 
Renee French. 


Surely, you have already googled and 
found a paper by the CTO of NOKIA 
Bell Labs Marcus Weldon where 
Glenda is prominently presented. 


He writes on March 21, 2021: “Plan 9 
is built around a radically different 
model from that of conventional 
operating systems. The OS is 
structured as a collection of loosely 
coupled services, which may be hosted 
on different machines. Another key 
concept in its design is that of a per- 
process name space: services can be 
mapped on to local names fixed by 
convention, so that programs using 
those services need not change if the 
current services are replaced by others 
providing the same functionality.” 


Glenda will open AMERIKA ART 
2022. She is the bunny, she is the 
official mascot. Glenda is _ being 
presented to the world by the co- 
curator of the art show, Juliette 
Surreal-D. She will have her voice. 
She will open the Ed Woods film 
festival. Worldwide. 


Glenda goes by the official name 
Glenda 9 from Outer Space. She is the 
handler of the door to the Cyberspace. 
She will make you meet Wahtye the 
High Priest of Pharaoh Neferirkare, 
she will meet the artists who take part 
in the art show and she will introduce 
TT, the Time Traveler, the coder of 
Phil. Glenda 9 from Outer Space will 
meet you. 


These are the artists’ names: 


ART EAMES, GERMANY 

BRYN OH, CANADA 

GEM PREIZ, FRANCE 

GLYPH GRAVES, AUSTRALIA 
ILYRA CHARDIN, USA 

JAELLE FAERYE, FRANCE 
KERUPA FLOW, JAPAN 

KISMA REIDLING, USA 

KUNST BLUE AND THE AI, NSK 
MOLLY BLOOM, USA 

RAGE DARKSTONE, CANADA 
SH TUTTI, IRELAND 

TERRA MERHYEM, FRANCE 
THOTH JANTZEN, USA 

VENUS ADORED, NETHERLANDS 
ZACK HERRMANN, FRANCE 


MACHINIMA: WIZARDOZ 
CHROME, ITALY 


Awards will be given in the categories: 
Builders, Painters and Scripters. Bryn 
Oh, Kisma Reidling and Kunst Blue 
are exempt. They are contributors and 
organizers for the art show. 


All you need is to wait until May 2022; 
then you can travel to Amerika, to the 
real Amerika, a village not far from 
Leipzig. 


You will meet Glenda 9, just lift off in 


time via a travel agent nearby and you 
may say: We Were Here. 


_T—_e—~Z. 


Zymony Guyot 
Out of the We 


I’m fighting a book as we speak 


Damn thing slinging verbs and spitting aphorisms 


Deep-Frying my religion with witty and ever bubbling 
schisms 


Staining the Primary colored-ness of my hat 
..my denying of what is what, who is who and that is that 


My Jesus is far more flexible without a mask 


..without having to ask if The Bill Of Rights was some sort of 
Conspiracy 


To Let My People Go without theocracy 
..and lemmings fighting desperately to not be sheep 
March on to victory 


This Book Of Face...It tells me things 


Anoints my prejudice with crowd-funded crazy 


Mints authority out of intellectually lazy 
Gives tripe the wings of truth 

Opinion the gravity of math 

And leads us to believe that we may 

Never understand the path 

..that such things cannot be compassed 

So that we fight where the very truth of time 
..will go 


No. 
We cannot un-choose the Saints of others 
Nor un-glorify their obscenities 


Society never came so equipped with batshit 
amenities 


When a thousand paper cuts to democracy turn 
From words, into knives, into guns, into bombs 
E Pluribus Unum 

Into Fuck You....Mine! 

We sadly, wistfully adore that fictitious time 


When questions weren't asked and answers weren't 
questioned 


..and our mirrors adhered to the party line 


I'm battling facts as we live and breathe 

Defying its witchcraft 

Braving tides of logic in my faith-based raft 

My Thomas Jefferson Approved decoder glasses 
Finding hints and patterns in every speech 
Crimes and Cryptic in every Tweet 

While inhumanities well within our reach 

We lay at everyone else's feet 


Let our hash-tags be our conscience 
Our bumper-sticker philosophies 
While our pity and patience atrophies 
... amidst our lack of empathy 


We may never truly know our enemies 


Until our mirrors are truly free 


And this is why they cannot have the keys 

This is why they cannot take the wheel 

The cold morality of what God and Kings please 
Negate the dire necessity of feel 


...before we are out of these woods 


Before we can restore 


The sense and sanity of 
before.. 


And this humanity back to 
the 


human race 
We must all, We must all, 


must all 


Must. 


All. 


Accept that we were in them 
...In the first place. 


my 
LFIE STARFIRE 


NCE CLUB 


ends of SL - Series No. 2 
Larkbird Parx 


om in Austin, Texas, Wolfie 

Starfire started her musical 

journey as a toddler, when her 

father, hearing a Honda 
commercial being sung on the car 
radio, turned around in the driver's seat 
and asked her "Was that you?" 


Effervescent, yet down-to-earth, 
Wolfie is a_ talented and driven 
musician, singer and songwriter. She 
plays both piano and guitar and sings 
originals and covers in many genres: 
rock; country; pop; musicals; Disney; 
and jazz included. 


As an only child, "I was spoiled 
growing up. Granted I've always 
wanted siblings but they took one look 
at me and knew I was gonna be a 
handful. They never really ever said 
you are going to become a singer, 
though. They had their thoughts but 
they wanted me to pursue whatever I 
wanted. They've supported me 100%." 


A handful with seemingly boundless 
energy and musical talent, Wolfie 
studied the piano as a child, switching 
to the guitar as a junior in high school. 
"I got my first guitar from a teacher 
who was selling her 15 year-old guitar 
for $80, which included picks, a stand, 
and a capo. I took one look and knew I 
needed it. So I told her I was interested 
saved up my money and bought it." 
As for singing, "All the time! In the 
shower at first like everyone, then 


church, then school and then theater." 


Wolfie's first public performance with 
her guitar was a choir winter show 
where she performed Frosty the 
Snowman. She entered her high 
school's talent show, and although she 
didn't win, she had the crowd cheering. 
For her senior year's show she wrote a 
song and went to a recording studio, 
Red Silo Studio, to have it produced. 
The studio execs liked it so much that 
they encouraged her to keep writing, 
and by the summer's end they had ten 
songs for the album they named Spark, 
after her original single. 


"Growing up, singing was always a 
huge part in my goals and ambition. 
For the longest time I studied to be a 
musical theater major, to possibly 
pursue Broadway. And I still have the 
love for that and maybe one day would 
like to pursue that again, but around 
my senior year in college, I realized the 
main reason for my love of theater was 
the music, was the singing. I realized 
music was at the core of everything. I 
felt happiest when singing, and when 
writing music. So my senior year, I 
decided that after I graduated I wanted 
to focus more on the performing aspect 
as a musician rather than as a 
Broadway performer. So that's when I 
started performing in bars, restaurants, 
and events." 


Her biggest musical influence has 


always been Broadway  megastar 
Kristin Chenoweth. "She's an_all- 
around entertainer in every medium: 
voice acting; performance; theater; 
music; TV; and movies, and even 
charity work." Wolfie says. 


With a voice that sounds. as 
intriguingly unique while singing a soft 
rock ballad as it does during a grand 
musical theater piece, Wolfie is a 
trained professional, which together 
with her innate aptitude, has created a 
skill set that will inevitably allow her 
to fulfill her dreams in the performing 
arts. 


Following in her idol's footsteps, 
Wolfie took theater classes and 
performed in musicals like The People 
Garden, Crimes Against the Heart, 
Picnic, and Grease, to name a few. 


"I've trained my whole life to do this 
professionally. And all of my training 
in musical theater really helped create 
my sound. 


"From my first role, I was learning 
time management, focus, and team 
work, because we all had the goal to 
put on an amazing performance. 
Important things to learn as an actress 
but as a person too," she says. 


Wolfie studied theater in college, 
pursuing a Bachelor of Fine Arts with 
a focus on acting, at Coastal Carolina 


University in South Carolina. 


"My freshman year in college being 
away from my family was really hard; 
living in a new state and not knowing 
anyone really. And I wasn't doing 
voice lessons at the time and I was 
focusing on my classes and my acting. 
There came a time around halfway 
through the semester when I was 
getting really depressed. I had friends, 
I was doing great in school, but I 
wasn't happy, and I wasn't sure why. 
So at that time, I was on Second Life 
just for fun, not doing music but just to 
meet people. I started doing open mics 
here and there, and then I did my first 
SL performance while in college. After 
that performance, I was happy for days 
and I didn't know why until I made the 
realization that when I'm not singing, it 
really makes me lose myself. So after 
that I made sure to start singing more 
in my everyday life... and it kept me 
sane." 


With a vocal range of two and a half 
octaves normally, to three octaves "on 
a good day," Wolfie's voice delights 
and amazes her fans, who she 
affectionately calls her Wolfpack, 
currently over 1,300 strong. She might 
show her southern roots in the way she 
calls out "Coming right up next for 
you, darlin’ " in response to a request. 
But don't let the occasional southern 
drawl lead you to think that she lives a 
laid-back life. Wolfie also heads up 


Shooting Stars Management, managing 
half a dozen Second Life singers and 
their busy engagements. She sells 
merchandise, and performs on _ the 
internet platform Twitch, along with 
her many Second Life performances. 


Wolfie's long term goals _ include 
having her own back-up band and 
performing on stages around the US. 


"I've been performing in Second Life 
for about four years, working on 
creating a following, and it finally gave 
me the courage to start using Twitch, a 
streaming platform, where 1 do my 
own music and covers live, in front of 


ew 


a camera." She hopes presenting her 
work in Second Life and increasing her 
social media followings will contribute 
to reaching those goals. 


About her song Thank You Letter, 
Wolfie says, "About a year ago I had a 
really bad breakup. At the time, I was 
out of college for a long while, and I 
had just quit my job as wel,l so it made 
me realize nothing was keeping me in 
South Carolina anymore. So I left 
South Carolina and moved back to 
Austin. Now when I write I usually 
write as a way to relate to others or to 
get my thoughts and feelings off my 


chest. Thank You Letter 1s a song I 
wrote about the breakup coming at it 
from the perspective of writing a 
possible letter to him a year after the 
breakup." 


"It's a letter about hope, getting my 
thoughts and feelings together about 
the breakup and about his new 
engagement less than a year later to 
someone else." 


When asked how much does that letter 
reflect how you DO feel, one year 
later, Wolfie replies, "Honestly, I still 
think about past relationships as I think 
anyone does. I do know moving was 
the best thing I ever did for my mental 
health and for my career. The song 
itself is about finding myself after a 
breakup and learning to love who I am 
as an individual/single person. 


"I think the breakup will always be a 
part of me, but it wont stop me from 
moving forward." 


Go. Listen. Enjoy. And don't forget to 
tip! 


THANK YOU LETTER 
by Meg Groves (Wolfie Starfire) 


Hey you probably havent thought of 
me 

Since we broke up about a year ago 

Its crazy how time flies and yet I’m 
still not wise 


But I’m learning as I go 

Hey I heard that you're engaged 

You're moving fast but I sincerely hope 
it lasts 

And yes I’m doing fine after all the 
tears I cried 

I’ve found myself a different path 


So I just wrote to you to say thanks for 
showing me the way 

The “its not you its me” while you 
just wanted to be free 

I moved away, I have a home, 

I’m in a place where I belong 

Writing songs about what I was just 
too blind to see 

I know I'll never get to say thanks for 
pushing me away 


Hey I made a few discoveries 

About myself and just what I want in 
life 

I dont want someone who always puts 
me through 

All the heartache and the strife 

Hey you dont know but I moved on 
Not at first but now I’m seeing things 
brand new 

Now I put me first and I'll admit what 
hurts 

I wont hide what I’ve been through 


So I just wrote to you to say thanks for 
showing me the way 

The “its not you its me” while you 
just wanted to be free 

I moved away, I have a home, 

I’m in a place where I belong 


Writing songs about what I was just 
too blind to see 

I know I'll never get to say thanks for 
pushing me away 


I know I'll never send this to you 
But if you knew, what would you do? 


So I just wrote to you to say thanks for 
showing me the way 

The “its not you its me” while you 
just wanted to be free 

I moved away, I have a home, 

I’m in a place where I belong 

Writing songs about what I was just 
too blind to see 

I know I'll never get to say thanks for 
pushing me away 


LINKS 

Managed under Shooting Stars 
Management 

(website): 


https://shootingstarsmanagement.word 
press.com 


SOCIAL MEDIA / WEBSITE: 


Website: |https://wolfiestarfire.com/ 
Twitch: |www.twitch.tv/wolfiestarfire 


Instagram: 


@wolfiestarfire (Twitch instagram) 
@musicallymeggroves (Musician 


instagram) 
@missmegatroncosplay (Meg Groves 
Instagram) 


SL Facebook Page: 
https://www.facebook.com/wolfstarfire 
RL Facebook Page: 
https://www.facebook.com/musicallym 
egeroves 

Official RL Merchandise by Wolfie: 
https://streamlabs.com/wolfiestarfire/m 
erch 


Discord} https://discord.gg/Y sudhVz 


Soundcloud: 


www.soundcloud.com/meggroves 


Spotify: Album: Spark 
Artist: Meg Groves 


CALENDAR: 


https://calendar.google.com/calendar/e 


mbed?src=wolfiestarfire%40gmail.co 
m&ctz=America/Los_ Angeles 


To book Wolfie Starfire, please contact 
her via notecard, IM or via website 


https://shootingstarsmanagement.word 


press.com 
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with distinction from the United 

States Air Force Academy outside 
of Colorado Springs in 2043. As the 
valedictorian, he was finishing his 
speech in the pouring rain to a sea of 
umbrellas. “Every person here 
indeed, every human being ... has a 
calling. It is not an accident, some 
chance event that has brought us here 
to this Earth. There is purpose in being. 
We are not random events. The old 
sages would urge us to venture forth 
into the unknown. We are urged to 
dream. That we have the ability to 
dream means we “must” dream. It’s 
our responsibility to dream. And dream 
big.” 


(ir Dirk Reynolds graduated 


A cannon shot boomed at the closed 
end of the stadium, and with that, the 
cadets threw their hats into the air, a 
chaotic flock of brims, the black bills 
of prehistoric birds. But all of the hats 
eventually fluttered back to earth - - 
except for one: Dirk’s. It kept floating, 
spinning - - rising to impossible 
heights, as if its rotation was lifting it 
like a whirligig, until it was out of 
sight. 


“Captain Reynolds, the General 
Whiting will see you know.” Dirk 
stood and returned a_ perfunctory 
salute. “Sit down, son.” Ed Whiting in 
his starched shirt with three stars on its 
lapel offered the leather seat closest to 
the window. The Chief of Staff 


lowered himself into his seat like the 
test pilot he was for scores of years. 
Dirk half expected him to reach back 
for his shoulder harness to strap 
himself in. 


“What would a fine young man, with 
your career laid out in front of you like 
a banquet, choose a goddamn mission 
like this? I need to get to the bottom on 
this. I need to understand your 
motivation. You'll have a one-way 
ticket. Other than your AI, you'll be 
alone in a barren Godforsaken place. 
You'll die there, son. You will die on 
the planet Mars, with no one to hold 
your hand - - no one to offer you 
comfort. What in hell drives you, 
Captain?” 


“General, do you remember the first 
time you looked into the sky? Probably 
not, but I do. I was mesmerized. It was 
camping with my family at Joshua 
Tree, where the city lights didn’t 
drown out the celestial jewel box. I 
believe, sir, that everyone has a 
purpose in their life. ’'ve known mine 
since I was a child. I’m an explorer. I 
can’t remain earthbound - - [I’m too 
restless. Some people get an itch to 
climb a mountain. That’s not a big 
enough dream for me. That first step, 
the feel of the terrain’s texture, the 
crush of red powdered rocks under my 
fee. Like stepping on hundreds of tiny 
sand castles. I’ve played that moment 
over and over in my mind for as long 


as I can remember.” 


“Well, Captain, that’s all very 
romantic. I’m getting goose bumps,” 
the General said sarcastically, “but 
we’re here for your final oral exam. As 
you know, you’re one of two finalists 
for the Wishbone Mission. We started 
with thirty candidates. Now it’s down 
to you and some other crackpot 
without an ounce of sense in his head 
either. We’ve tried to talk you out of it 
but you apparently are having none of 
it. That’s why you're still here. You 
simply won’t go away. 


testing is. Unprecedented psych- 
mapping, batteries of simulations all 
designed to measure emotional, not 
physical, response. Background checks 
so extensive, we questioned childhood 
friends you don’t even remember 
having. So, I’m going to give you this 
opportunity now to explain one thing 
to me that, how shall I say, stands out.” 


“What’s that, sir?” 


“T think you know.” 
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“You'll die there, son. You will die on the 

planet Mars, with no one to hold your hand - - 

no one to offer you comfort. What 
in hell drives you, Captain?” 


“You’ve excelled in a very rigorous 
testing protocol. You’re certainly 
physically fit - - no one disputes that. 
You can’t minimize how important that 
is. It will be a very taxing ordeal, this 
mission - - a prolonged insult to your 
body. That’s not what I worry about 
with you, Captain. You’ll survive it. 
It’s the psyche that poses the greatest 
risk to this mission. So, you understand 
how important all of the psychological 


“Ladies, please take your seats,” 
shouted Sergeant Willowbrook. That 
kind of good-natured joshing used to 
be funnier when there were only men 
in the program, but there were three 
female candidates sitting in the dozen 
or so chairs in the classroom. The days 
when the space program’s old boy 
network dominated were long gone, 
but old habits die hard. “OK, break 
into your assigned’ groups. Lt. 


Krzyzewski, come forward.” 
Krzyzewski rose and strode to the 
lectern. “Come with me into the ante- 
room, Lieutenant.” 


“Lt. Krzyzewski, do you _ consider 
yourself a good soldier,” all the while 
Willowbrook fixed the man before him 
with a stare. 


“Of course I do, sir.” 


“Well, I want you to be a bad soldier 
today. I want you to spy on your 
colleagues for me. Think you can do 
that? You'll all be sharing with each 
other your most personal beliefs, fears 
and responses, in complete confidence. 
I want you to betray all of those 
confidences and report to me in detail 
what each other candidate is saying 
when they don’t think they’re being 
watched and evaluated. I can all but 
assure you getting into the top four, 
with this duty.” 


“Sir, with all due respect, you’re 
asking me if I will break the trust that 
NASA and the Air Force have spent so 
many years cultivating? Betray a team 
member? I’m not sure I could do that, 


rae Jy, 


SIP. 


“You’re not sure you could, or you 
won’t, Lieutenant? I need an answer 
right now,” barked the Sergeant, 
Krzyzewski visibly squirming. 


Back at the officer’s lounge later that 
afternoon, General Whiting, Sergeant 
Willowbrook, and two other officers 
were huddled over piles of notes, a 
nearby coffee um getting a full 
workout. Whiting summed up the day’s 
events. “And then there were six. Our 
fears about Waldring were  well- 


founded. He broke in the first hour. 


Haskell 
proclivity 


dangerous 
something 


displayed a 
toward 


approaching sadism. And Krzyzewski 
is out, too. He all too quickly was 
willing to betray his team members 
when promised a leg up in _ the 
competition. We simply cannot have 
that. A shame, too. He was on my short 
list. So who were the standouts in this 


test?” 


Willowbrook was well prepared for the 
meeting, having pored over reams of 


brain wave readouts and 
Chrysanthemum analytics. He had the 
uncanny ability to take enormous 
quantities of data, some conflicting, 
some incomplete, and distill it into a 
profile that even a Congressman could 
understand. 


“There are three standouts, gentlemen. 
We’ve cross-filed, back-scanned, and 
sorted for anomalies. Thank God for 
Chrysanthemum, or we'd still be 
sifting through data a week from now. 
There are three in the top tier, then 
there’s a noticeable drop to the second 
group. Dirk — Reynolds, Greg 
Washington, and Jimmy Madison. 
They’re your top tier. I’d sleep soundly 
knowing that any one of them was on 
Wishbone.” 


“Reynolds is out, but keep that 
between us for now,” muttered the 
General. 


“What happened, sir? He was leading 
the field. Chrysanthemum has had him 
number one for four weeks now. How 
could he be out? I’ve seen all his data. 
He’s top two in each trial. No one has 
shown that kind of consistency, not 
even Jimmy. What happened?” 


Whiting, puffing on his trademark 
Cuban (probably a Cohiba, by the 
grassy smell), leaned forward and 
calmly, almost nonchalantly said, “He 
raped my daughter.” 


OK Ok 


The clanking sound of a spoon on a 
glass cut through the din of the 
Ironhorse Bar, a frequent haunt of the 
flyboys (and flygirls). “May I have 
your undivided attention, please?” 
Greg Washington was a commanding 
presence, fully 6’ 6” with a tight end’s 
athletic frame. Clank, clank, clank. “I 
have a toast to propose if you would all 
shut the fuck up!” Greg’ was 
surrounded by a sea of well-wishers, 
celebrating the announcement earlier 
in the afternoon. He looked at Jimmy 
and Dirk and raised his glass. “To two 
of the ugliest, most offensive human 
beings God ever put on this Earth. 
How you two made the top three, I'll 
never know, but it proves there is 
corruption at the highest levels of 
NASA. So lift your glasses to Jimmy 
Madison and Dirk Reynolds. I’m going 
to kick both of your asses, you dumb 
fucks. You can read all about my 
exploits from your  Lay-Z-Boy 
lounger.” A spit wad hit Greg square 
on the jaw, and there was Jimmy with a 
straw, making no attempt to hide his 
guilty smile. Clapping and laughter 
added to the roar of the bar, and the 
drinking continued with renewed vigor. 


By 2:00 a.m., the Ironhorse was almost 
empty, but for the Three Musketeers 
and a couple of townies who hadn’t 
given up hope taking one home. “Ya 
see, I can’t lose. If one of you hapless 


fucks gets the mission, at least Ill 
know that one of my best friends got it. 
After pretending that I’m happy for 
you, Ill excuse myself and go puke. 
That’s how much I want this.” Only the 
occasional slurred word belied the 
damage done to Jimmy’s brain stem by 
the half bottle of Johnny Walker he’d 
consumed. 


Her smooth skin was 
In a double blind test, r 
could tell the diff 


human skin ar 


Dirk leaned forward as if he didn’t 
want anyone but Jimmy and Greg to 
hear. “Jimmy, it’s not too late for you 
to drop out, old man. What are you, 
thirty-one? They say you can _ hear 
creaking bones in the quiet of space. 
Yours would keep you up at night, 
unless your AI was already seeing to 
that. What’d you name her? Grace? 
What’s the opposite of grace? I know 
you, Jimmy. You want nothing like 
grace from her. I must give you props, 
old man. You created something a lot 
more fetching than I. I’m still not out 
of prototype yet. Can’t seem to get her 
face right, but let me tell you about her 
legs.” 


“Save that story for Greg’s party. The 
only legs ’'m thinking about are my 
own - - the ones taking me to bed now. 
Drink up, my mateys. Thank God 
they’re giving us tomorrow off. 
Thursday will be a day from Hell. 
Whiting has a vendetta against me, I 
think.” 
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Swedish scientist, Jan Knoppel. No 
one had ever taken living skin cells and 
their genetic code, and fused them with 
silicone, using a digital Quantum 
platform. You could say that Grace’s 
skin was half alive. Her pores breathed 
like any human’s. Her smooth skin was 
moist, not rubbery. In a double blind 
test, none of the participants could tell 
the difference between human skin and 
Synthaskin. 


Grace lifted her perfectly toned arms to 


; moist, not rubbery. 
one of the participants 
erence between 

id Synthaskin. 


separate her hair into three strands. 
With quick precision, she produced a 
perfect braid. “I must slow down. If 
humans struggle with their hair, then I 
must also.” Grace was beginning to 
teach herself now. Self-correcting 
programming they call it. She 


Grace was sitting in front of her mirror, 
a white bath towel tied around her. As 
she brushed her long strands of 
chestnut hair, she prepared to twist 
them into a French braid. Grace was 
the ninth (C9) and latest generation of 
the Federation Quantum series. Back 
in the 2040s, advancements were so 
breathtaking that after model C4, none 
were allowed to be sold commercially. 
They were, simply put, too human. 
They would also have come with a 
hefty price tag of around $15 million. 


One of the most remarkable 
breakthroughs in AI technology was 
Synthaskin, invented by the eccentric 


identified all of the actions that she 
found routine but beyond human 
capability, and programmed a 
deliberate human “clumsiness,” for 
lack of a better word. Flaw Insertions, 
they call them. Perfection, it has been 
shown in trial after trial, is actually 
somewhat boring, so a profile of 
imperfections was deliberately 
introduced into Als. Forty years ago, 
recording engineers introduced subtle 
hisses and pops into the perfection of a 
digital recording, and listeners enjoyed 
the experience much more. You’d be 
surprised to learn that these mistakes 
(even if programmed deliberately) 
were most often reported to be the one 
characteristic that made _ users 


emotionally connect to their Als. 


Grace’s purpose (*her* mission) was 
to connect with Jimmy, to engage him 
in fascinating conversation on a vast 
array of subjects, to entertain him 
erotically, to be a _ supportive 
companion. Grace was programmed to 
make Jimmy fall in love with her. Her 
shyness was contrapuntal to her 
assertiveness. She was equally capable 
of drawing Jimmy in with a downward, 
submissive glance as she was turning 
his jaw with a tight hand. Grace was 
comfortable taking complete charge, 
but she had learned that that wouldn’t 
work with Jimmy. Grace needed 
Jimmy to think that *he* was in 
charge, even though she knew 
differently. 


There wasn’t one physical detail that 
Jimmy had not specifically requested. 
Jimmy had no problem describing in 
minute detail his “dream”? woman, the 
one who would make him forget that 
he was, in fact, frighteningly alone. 
Grace had a ballet dancer’s body (she 
dances as capable as any of the 
Bolshoi’s principal dancers). She was 
relatively tall with broad shoulders. 
Jimmy opted for a tanned look, so her 
skin was a shade or two darker than 
average, giving Grace a very healthy 
appearance. 


Apart from her _ introspectiveness, 
Jimmy had precious little say in 


developing Grace’s personality. Certain 


attributes were generated by 
algorithms, and others based on 
detailed sessions with Jimmy. But 
Grace herself had the most input. 


Grace 


reprogrammed herself after 
every session with Jimmy, making 


thousands of observations of his 
predilections - - observations of which 
Jimmy was utterly (and charmingly) 


unaware. 


After finishing her hair, Grace closed 
her eyes, sensing the still-lingering 
humidity from the shower and the 
coconut scent from her shampoo. Of 
course, Grace couldn’t actually take a 
shower or swim in a pool. No circuitry 
as vastly complex and expensive as 
Grace’s could be trusted in water, even 
though her design parameters brag of 
full immersion capability. She’d turn 
the hot water all the way up until the 
steam gathered in clouds. This 
somehow made her feel clean, even 
though she was always clean, but for 
the perspiration that was introduced 


| with the C7 series. 


Grace drew her finger across her 
eyelid, applying slight pressure, feeling 
her eye yield slightly. A thin smile 
appeared on her face. With eyes still 
closed, she drew her finger to her lips, 
slowly slipping it between them, across 
her teeth, to her tongue. She swirled it 
sensuously around her finger, sucking 
on it gently. This didn’t appear in any 
programming manual for the C9. Had 
she taught herself this? 


Grace let her wet finger fall to the 


bottom edge of her towel, which she 
now slowly began to lift. 


.[—— @—Z. 


photography 


Jami mills 


\/ENU$ CALLIPYC 


y&~ O 
VITH THE (EAUTIFUL d 


he moment I saw her statue She is Sucre for th 
her noble marbled cheek staring hungrily fu 
Aphrodite made love to me and one who watcl 
she had a charm complete creates love to ow 
Who having seen her joys Through the coppe 
and gazing at her shapely glory still coursing in the 
could ever contemplate that make her love 
the ending of her earthly story and ours all that bi 


Yet the original in Bronze 
long lost or traded in for war 
left only this inheritress 


with her beauty barely bore 


BY LANNEX NORTHMEAD 


le 
)UTTOCKS 


e young man 
Il of lust 
1es as Aphrodite 


1 her love 


‘rr and the tin 
> veins 
immortal love 


‘onze pertains. 


a es See ee 


i 
=. 


Tee eee ee ee ee ar oe 


A Blues 
™ne-Band 


Tale - Chapter t 


Fol 
al 


b 


® 


> 


ith a few tape copies of the 

six songs we had finished, 

David Brown and I decided to 

continue our music project, 
despite the loss of our friend, 
confidant, producer, and drummer with 
all the contacts. Meanwhile, Yogi, the 
Kiowa from Oklahoma City, was 
calling to meet about taking David to a 
blues festival in Budapest. It was a 
fairly simple sale for Yogi, as blues 
was popular in Hungary and Europe in 
general in the 90s, and Yogi also knew 
how to sell his Indian heritage. He was 
the poster boy for the state of 
Oklahoma at the time, with his picture 
on maps and posters at Oklahoma 
tourist stops, dressed in a traditional 
outfit with feather headdress and face 
paint; he also loved Jimmy Reed. This 
trip could be a beginning for David if 
treated right, despite my reservations 
about Yogi. For him, the game was 
being on stage playing the blues with 
David Brown, all the while soaking in 
the spotlight. But if anybody else 
showed up and watched, all they would 
take away was having watched David 
play. Besides, this was an all-expense- 
paid trip to Budapest, despite Yogi 
wanting to bill it as "Stevie Ray's 
childhood friend," something I rarely 
mentioned. But David needed no help 
in selling what he does so well. He just 
needed the exposure. 


I also knew that, if I didn't arrive in 
Hungary with a thousand CDs ready to 


sell, trade, or give away, there was no 
reason for me to be there. For anyone 
trying to sell an act, there is nothing 
more frustrating than telling someone 
how good a player is. Club owners 
have heard it all before and believe 
none of it. I'm reminded of the time I 
spoke eloquently to the owner of 
Drew's 88 Club in N. Dallas about how 
great David was at length. When I 
finished, a pause, and then he spoke, 
"You know, when I book Emerald 
City, I can sell $2000 worth of beer!" 
At first, I thought he 
had lost his mind, then 
it hit me like a ton of 
bricks what he just told 
me.... bars sell alcohol! 
... NOT music!!! The 
only way for a bar to 
break even on hiring a 
band was either to sell a 
lot of alcohol or charge 
a cover fee at the door. 
But if I had a CD in my 
pocket, produced by one 
of the finest audio 
engineers in the 
country, I could talk to 
anybody, even in 
Europe, and say, "Here 
ae Listen!" Anything 
would be 
unprofessional. So now, 
the goal was to get back 
into the studio to polish 
and master what we had 
of a CD. We needed a 


trip back to the Fire Station.... 


We also needed a _ band. David 
suggested one of the first bands he ever 
played in when he was younger. They 
were mainly a rock band, but I had to 
trust that DB knew what he was doing 
and musically, I was going to agree 
with David. The weekend we chose to 
go back to San Marcus coincided with 
a Pow-Wow in Austin and David was 
invited to play. For me, this was my 
first chance to see what his old band 


was going to sound like the next day in 
the studio. If you ever talk with any 
seasoned artist, ask them about their 
"gig from hell!" For me, that night was 
it! The only good news was, poor 
advertising led to very few people 
showing up. It started with David, 
standing on a corner of the stage, Strat 
in hand, playing "Blackbird" while "the 
band" was huddled around the 
drummer trying to decide what to do. 
Finally, like the scene from the Blues 
Brothers, it was "Regular set!"... and 


they started playing every pop rock 
song they knew. My heart sank. When 
I went back to the motel that night, the 
band showed up, loaded on beer and 
wanting to party all night around the 
swimming pool, knowing we had to be 
about 60 miles south at a place they 
didn't know where it was at l|OAM the 
next morning. When reminded, they 
said not to worry, they had it covered. I 
told them where to be and when, then 
went off to sleep. Next morning, I paid 
for all the rooms, checked out, and 
drove to the Fire Station, arriving a 
little after 9AM. Bobby greeted me 
and, being an empath of sorts, he asked 
me, "So, what's going on?" I made no 
pretenses with Bobby and told him my 
sad story. At first, he laughed and said, 
"Soooo.... its David & THE 
BANNNDDD!", while stretching his 
arms out displaying the banner.... at 
which point I had to laugh too. It was 
now way past 1OAM, but we hung out 
a while longer. Finally, I called it quits 
and asked Bobby how much I owed 
him for all his time and trouble. He 
laughed again and said the following, 
"You know, everything... 1S 
happening...... according to Plan! ... not 
yours, certainly not mine but 

everything ... is happening ... according 
to Plan!" It was like a giant boulder 
had rolled off my shoulders, not to 
mention his refusal to accept any pay. 
But the entire incident had cost us time 
and money, neither in huge supply. 


I booked another session at the Fire 
Station, only this time, it was just 
going to be David and me, and no 
distractions. It was good to see Bobby 
Arnold again under more controlled 
circumstances. Rather than set up in 
the main room, Bobby set David up on 
a table next to the console. DB was 
playing thru a Walkman amp and 
Bobby plugged that straight into the 
board. Both Bobby and David were 
listening to the backing track thru 
headphones and because there were no 
mics for this session, Bobby was free 
to show his enthusiasm for David's 
playing, one time screaming when DB 
hit a particularly well-played power 
note. During the playback, we all 
laughed when we realized that his 
shout had been sensed by the pickups 
on Dave's guitar and recorded, but 
since it sounded perfect, it will forever 
be one of those magical mystery tones 
no one will ever talk about. We 
finished up the six songs and looked 
forward to adding more, but with the 
loss of Doc and the bass player, we had 
to find a rhythm section. It felt like 
square one all over again. David and I 
spent the next two or three weeks 
hanging out in blues bars all over 
Dallas, listening to whoever we could 
get. I got pretty good at schmoozing 
myself after a while, as defined by, "I 
really don't want to talk to you right 
now, but I've got something to sell!" 
Then we had one of those magical 
nights! We entered another nameless 


blues bar in Dallas to see Robin Bank$ 
and the Dallas Heat, a 4-piece singer 
band with Chris Duarte on guitar and 
one of the tightest rhythm sections in 
town, Ty Grimes and James Anderson. 
Both had storied pasts. Ty even played 
drums for Ricky Nelson in the 70s at 
the infamous Garden Party. Ty and I 
connected, with our constant sarcasm 
and jokes while David really liked 
James but was put off with Ty's 
personality. Both wanted more than 
just a credit for the session and I gladly 
paid it, knowing what I was getting 
this time. My only mistake was to let 
Ty talk me into using a Ft. Worth 
studio, but at least it was local. 


We weren't in Kansas anymore, but 
how bad could it be? We got to the 
studio, Ty, James and myself, but no 
David ... he was late. This was a small 
studio with a small main room, 
baffling everywhere to deaden the 
walls, separate drum room to prevent 
bleed-over. Everything seemed 
cramped by comparison to the Fire 
Station. Meanwhile, I lost Ty. He was 
alone in the drum box, smoking his 
inspiration and then it hit me why he 
thought this was such a great studio. 
As I'm pondering this, in walks David 
with an old friend. Neil thought this 
would be a great day to "enhance" 
David's guitar work with a magic 
powder. Ty immediately picked up on 
it and started ribbing David about 
whether or not he was ready to play, 


knowing how stoned he was. David 
shied away, not wanting anyone in his 
face. Ty and James were dead still until 
Ty tapped off the timing on his sticks 
and then both took off like machines 
erinding out the perfect rhythm blend 
of bass and drums. The audio engineer 
was young and annoying and kept 
asking questions, insisting I direct him. 
After each song, he would ask, "Is that 
alright?" I remember Bobby, how 
professional, knowledgeable, and 
helpful he was. This was a "knob 
turner." Meanwhile, David was playing 
like a drunk. Instead of those clean fast 
runs, the mushy sound that came out 
had no clarity or power! It became 
clear there would be no leads recorded 
today but I would get an exceptional 
rhythm track and that's what I 
concentrated on for the rest of our 
time. I had pre-paid for sixteen hours’ 
worth of studio time and had used four 
but had a rhythm track for more songs. 
I told Ty he could use the rest of the 
time for another project he was 
working on. I was done. 


Meanwhile, the entire project was now 
in jeopardy, and there wasn't much I 
could do about it. I've got no band, I 
have nothing to sell, but I do have a 
great demo tape and David Brown. 
Where do I go from here? 
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There's this place | want you to visit 

a city or a town, no matter, you decide 
but the only thing is, 

it's a place wherewmadness 

means you're well 


on the road to lunacy and riding 
on the moon can't be a bad thing. 


Remember that park with the swing 

that always had a puddle where your feet 
wanted to land and the big boys 

would come around and tease you 
because you didn't want to fly so high? 


Well, here, there's a playground 
where the only puddle Is the one 
where even the big boys have fun 

and you can make them eat mud pies. 


That theatre with the sticky floor 
and the seats that always ate 
your mittens has been renovated. 


Oh, clean water is free. 


Merope Madrigal 


Librarians, in this perfect place 
don't suppress your need to laugh 
out loud or even cry in sobbing 


blubber snorts, when reading. 


All the authors and poets here are perfect, 
you can't keep yourself off the emote train. 
So, all aboard and don't forget to write. 


Here in Perfect, it rains when you want it to. 
A perfect rain for splashing in 
makes rainbows out of black 


~ artwork you proudly carry home 

to show your mom who'll hang 

it on the fridge with magnets ~ 
shaped like all the places 
you've ever been, 


when you ride on the moon. 


Thoughts 
like Children 


Sometimes our thoughts, like children, 
accost complete strangers and kick them. 
It wasn't just careless intention, 


but the primal lust in invention. 


Our words are rocks into ponds, 
alarming when someone responds. 
a friend with once hardy bonds, 


unexpectedly corresponds. 


Sure we don't mean what they think, 
credibility tips on the brink, 
What we stated looks back with a wink, 


when like children, the things we say stink. 
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